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Harris. But," I says, " I am acquainted with a
friend, whose name is Betsey Prig, that I can recom-
mend, and will assist me. Betsey," I says, " is always
to be trusted, under me, and will be guided as I could
desire." '

" Here Mrs. Prig, without any abatement of her
offensive manner, again counterfeited abstraction of
mind, and stretched out her hand to the tea-pot. It
was more than Mrs. Gamp could bear. She stopped
the hand of Mrs. Prig with her own, and said, with
great feeling:

" * No, Betsey ! Drink fair, wotever you do ! '

" Mrs. Prig, thus baffled, threw herself back in her
chair, and closing the same eye more emphatically, and
folding her arms tighter, suffered her head to roll
slowly from side to side, while she surveyed her
friend with a contemptuous smile.

" Mrs. Gamp resumed :

" c Mrs. Harris, Betsey------'

" ' Bother Mrs. Harris ! * said Betsey Prig.

" Mrs. Gamp looked at her with amazement, in-
credulity, and indignation ; when Mrs. Prig, shutting
her eye still closer, and folding her arms still tighter,
uttered these memorable and tremendous words :

" ' I don't believe there's no sich a person ! '

"After the utterance of which expressions, she
leaned forward, and snapped her fingers once, twice,
thrice; each time nearer to the face of Mrs. Gamp ;
and then rose to put on her bonnet, as one who felt
that there was now a gulf between them, which
nothing could ever bridge across.

" The shock of this blow was so violent and sudden
that Mrs. Gamp sat staring at nothing with uplifted